








SPECIAL EDITION - 


HORROR 





Lafarium is a publication born in Buenos Aires, Argentina, in 
¡CEJA 


From that point onwards it has experienced various 
transformations, but always keeping its aim to promote the 
different, to give room to grow to the obscure. 


This special edition is dedicated to the horror genre, to short but 
powerful stories; to highlighting the fact that shadows can speak 
to and analyze us. Because we, the human race, can terrify the 
monsters. Our flesh, our very existence is a menace for those who 
lack body manifestation. 


In addition to the stories sent by our contributors, we are including 
a hitherto unpublished comic: “Trapped in Sleiggh”, written by 
Diego Arandojo and drawn by Sebastián Cabrol. 

Come in and read. 


Diego Arandojo 
(Lafarium Director) 
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-BLOOD OF MY BLOOD- 
BY LUCAS M. ALARCON 


My own son. 1 couldn't believe that the blood of my blood was 
slowly turning into an entity that was so far from being human. It was also 
my fault; I couldn't read the warning signs which gleamed like the eyes of a 
cat in the night. Actually, Mr. Cotton was the first clue. That poor animal 
met his end under the wheels of a truck in the road that passes in front of 
our house. It all looked like an accident. But I saw the creature that I called 
my son flashing a brief smile while I was putting Mr. Cotton in a trash bag. 
A smile of enjoyment. A smile and those eyes that pierced mine, as if he 
wanted to share a somber secret that only Iwas worthy of knowing. 

When my wife's belly started to grow with a new family member 
waiting to see the world, I saw no smile. I rather found the dry countenance 
of jealousy. Being only five years old, maybe he still didn't know what 
jealousy was, but his muscles clearly traced that feeling on his face and his 
wine red cheeks. 

Instead, the night of the tragedy, when my second son disappeared 
in a filthy sewer, 1 could descry the firstborn's satisfaction even in our 
crushing sadness. No tear rolled down those wine-red cheeks. And pleasure 
overcame him. I had no way of proving what happened afterwards. But the 
next morning, when I came back from the hospital where Il committed my 
wife, a huge hairy rat laid dead on the kitchen floor. The foam in its mouth 
cried poison. And my boy, unruffled, opened the door beneath the sink and 
twisted the cap back on the poison bottle that had been open during the 
whole deadly day. As he put the bottle in its place, he looked at me again and 
once more shared his malevolent secret. He knew what poison was... and he 
knew how to use it. 

Despite the tragedy, I kept going to church early on Sundays. 
Always alone, since my wife had lost her faith and my heir hated setting 
foot on the house of God. One morning, Father Javier mentioned that he 
had once witnessed an exorcism. Though the Vatican denies those practices, 
they are far more common than one would think. “They deny it because 
very few of the possessed survive”, said the priest. 

Today I waited till we were alone. My wife went to visit her parents 
and I stayed with the boy. I didn't have the courage to ask Father Javier for 
help, I feared he would label me insane. I learned to do it by myself. The 
internet is full of handbooks for first-time exorcists. 

My son cries, he says the rope hurts him and his naked body shivers 
from the cold. But he won't deceive me anymore. I know that the Fallen One 
hides beneath that mask of innocence, and I will tear it out. Piece by piece. 

It's been fifteen hours since we started and nothing seems to 
change. He's still there, begging and crying. But I've made my choice. If I 
can't save his body, I'll save his soul. The knife is sharp. The trash bag over 
his head. The muffled screams. It's an abhorrent task, but someone has to 
get it done. I humble myself before God and I do it. I'm his father. And in 
spite of everything, he's my son. 





Translation by Javier Gómez 
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NINAS 
BY NATHALIA TÓRTORA 


I was devastated, in the eclipse of my own loneliness, asphyxiated 
with the rough rope of misfortune; when a shaft of deadly scarlet light 
pierced the room, right in front of my grey pupils. 

I followed the weak light with my eyes, trying to find its origin as 
well as its destination. Overwhelmed by the silence, I wondered if I had lost 
my hearing. I took one step. 1 heard it and sighed in relief. Then, I kept 
walking slowly to the window, trying to avoid touching the light; maybe, 
Just fearing it would disappear as quick as it came. 

There was nothing. Its origin was unknown. 

I turned around, confused, seeking for the end of the shaft, my 
mirror, right behind the old wooden desk. 

I didn't know what to do, but something inside of me told me to 
stare at the reflection. And so, surrounded by darkness, under the pale red 
light, Isaw myself. 

I stared at the reflection, not being able to recognize the person on 
the other side. It was me, but it was not me. Time and sadness had changed 
me. And now, my young face was filled with wrinkles while my eyes had 
dark bags under them and my lips looked dry. Nothing remained from that 
pretty face everyone complimented in the past. Nothing. 

I became trapped under an hypnotizing sensation, and 
unconsciously moved my hand towards the mirror and touched the spot 
where the light merged with it. 

No! No! No! I should have not done that. I knew it. I've been scared 
of touching the light since the beginning. And now it was too late. 

Where my finger and the light combined, a red spot appeared. 
Without pain, the spot became blood. One drop, two drops. Slowly, my 
body was covered in red as if each vein had been opened, dyeing every inch 
of my skin. 

Tragedy was laughing at me once more while staring at my 
desperation,; enjoying it. 

I fell to my knees and uttered a silent scream. I tried to rip my skin 
with my hands, as if by doing that I could stop the blood that was slowly 
covering every inch of my body. I cried in pain, putting both hands over my 
mouth. Then, I looked up and stared at the reflection once more. 

And I saw the moon. 

No, it wasn't the moon but the pale face of Tragedy, kissing my 
image gently. A scarlet tear escaped from my eyes. Everything was red. Red 
MENCIONES 

Destiny had no mercy. There was no God out there to save me from 
this sick and fatidic love. 

Red like love, red like passion, red like tragedy and blood. Red. 
Everything around me became a blurry scarlet silhouette. And at the end, 
Just red remained. Nothing else but red in front of me, a uniform wall of 
red. 

My senses faded until I could feel nothing at all. Nothing, but the 
laugh of Tragedy, taking me, kidnapping me. Abruptly stealing my soul, 
just to store it with so many other unfortunate ones. Condemned to spend 
an empty eternity in a hollowed place, as part of Tragedy's collection. 

Tragedy laughed while I cried. 
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JIM 
BY CARLOS ABRAHAM 


A man in Antioch becomes a hermit and cloisters himself in a 
desert. He punishes his body and his soul; in the cold nights and in the 
burning days, he fights against the demons that tempt him to go back to 
the pleasures of the corrupt city. His (the) only food (he has) is the grass 
growing in the depths of a valley. The years pass away. One night, 
returning to his cave, there is a light inside. For a moment, he thinks 
without concern that the straw of his bed is in flames. Then he thinks it 
could be the bonfire of a group of desert bandits. He does not worry, and 
blesses them from the darkness. But it is a pure and motionless light. After a 
moment, he thinks, in panic, that God himself has come for him. He does 
not feel worthy, does not feel able to resist the gaze of God, the 
overwhelming presence of God. He escapes into the black night, to the 
horizon where shines the city. 
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-THE SEA BISHOP- 
BY ENRIQUE ALCATENA 


The fishermen found him in the grey beach at dawn; the storm that 
had ravelled the waters during the night had stranded him. They 
approached him cautiously, with fear. He had been lying on his back, but 
when his beady, inhuman eyes regarded them, he stood up on wobbly, 
boneless legs. The fishermen, simple folk, recoiled from the visitor of the 
deep. He seemed to be cloaked in a membranous mantle; quill-like growths 
around a blurred-featured face resembled a beard; the elongated top of his 
head suggested a mitre. "A Sea Bishop!", they hoarsely whispered, and fell 
to their knees. The creature extended his webbed hand in an enigmatic 
blessing, and spoke in a bubbling, alien language. 

They put him on a cart and took him to the king. The courtiers 
gathered to look at the monster, who went on muttering his gibberish. His 
skin, which had been dark grey, was now tinged by a leprous pallor: 
perhaps he missed the life-giving waters from where he came. The king 
summoned his bishops; he was confident that they would be able to 
understand the words of their peer from the sea. 

The bishops quoted the Scriptures, chanted and prayed. The 
creature looked on, uncomprehending. Suddenly, he raised his hand, and 
made the sign of the cross. The prelates, filled with blissful exaltation, 
praised God, whose Word and Sacrifice had ransomed even the monsters of 
the deep from perdition. But their joyful paeans were cut short when the 
monster fell to the floor, his round, pulsing mouth gasping for air, his mien 
an ashen, deadly white. They realised he could no longer be separated from 
lts native element, and was quickly conveyed to the shore. As soon as he 
was lapped by the dark waters, he seemed to recover his strength. Before he 
disappeared beneath the swelling tide, he turned to look with 
unfathomable eyes at the crowd gathered on the beach, and once more 
made the holy sign. 

The days that followed the uncanny visitation were dark and 
stormy; the fishermen foolhardy enough to dare the scudding waves were 
drowned. People locked themselves up behind bolted doors and rattling 
windows, while the winds howled outside. A nameless dread clutched their 
hearts, prey to irreppressible forebodings. When the colossal Leviathan 
rose from the depths to announce the End of Days, and roared ominously at 
the thundering skies, only the panic-stricken sentries in the far-off 
ramparts of the palace saw him, filling darkly the horizon, its cross- 
shaped, tentacled head a mockery of the Holy Rood. Before a terrible death 
came upon them, they wondered if the sign the Sea Bishop had made had 
been misinterpreted. It had not been a blessing, but a warning, or even a 
curse. 
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-ETERNASTY- 


NINJA ICI O 


It was the time when night and day are the same. I was on a train. 
Traveling North. With a bunch of dirty rats. Animals full of disgust and 
hate. Their crying were mixed with the noises that the rail made. 

I was holding nothing but memories. And my hands were tired. 
Maybe I was crying too. Just like the rats. For the animals, tears has no 
meaning. Just appeared with cold. And that was a cold night. I was holding 
the moment the demon dismembered my soul, long ago. 

My own hell started burning inside. It was time to eat. Night 
embraced me. 

I walked into another wagon and I saw them. Mother and daughter. 
My nasty mouth was quickly full of thirst. 1 envy Michael. The one who 
knows the right moment to be a killer. With which sword they ripped the 
desire out of me. There was no blame. There was no mercy. The girl and her 
mom smiled to me. 

Silence. 

Iwas in her neck three seconds and I lost my head. I fell down on my 
knees. And then Ilostit. 

Iwake up on the floor. Listening to the mother. “He is well now. Look 
at his face. He is almost alive again”. Then, she walked backwards showing a 
horrible smile and touching her own belly. What a nasty woman! Her 
face... She smelled like rats. 

The girl was different. So pure. We were alone when her mother left 
the wagon. She touched my chest. She kissed my head. She offered me her 
neck. And I kissed it. And I licked her nipples. Her closed eyes loved me. Her 
tongue touched my neck too. And she bite me. And she destroyed my 
throat. She devoured me. The last thing 1 saw was the girl opening her 
eyes... with her fangs full of blood. I was food for a rabid dog, dressed like a 
girl with no soul. She finished me off... from the beginning. 
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“RED RIBBO NS5- 
BY CECILIA BENDINGER 


The river of time darkened. The sea agitated. “Iwant someone to suck 
my penis”, shouted the very same devil driving the white van. 

His madness talks with his anger and projects onto me. Brutally, 
with each stroke, he unsettles my neurotransmitters. In the mirror, each of 
his insults becomes a dark spot on my aura. His obfuscated hand, like a 
whip, snakes on my body and my aura cracks. Bankruptcies my limit, my 
energy drains and blocks. My muscles contract and shorten. Now 
constipation and bile appear dark. Fear and melancholy are called by the 
energy that cracks on my yellow aura. 

His anger is a symbol of infinite ways of thinking forms. The 
torments of the people with sex- anger that does not found a way out; 
puppets cornered into deep wells, dead corpses in ragged shreds are blinded 
by the wolves that attack, crush, assault and destroy with dark punch red 
ribbons. Everything runs through the cobblestone streets of my hell. 

The dark expression tantrum and whim explodes. The fury that 
quickly and inexplicably erupts, deforms, diseases organs. Those old 
hatched thoughts are heated, Ahriman and his minions attack him, the 
turbulent sparks ignite addictions. Now, he feels the blood running 
through his body. 

His mental projections distort reality, internal and external. His 
dementia weaves with anger, wishing, with attachment, with hatred. His 
body and his mind do not exist; will exist at the time of his death. He 
believes he is alive for his selfishness, addictions, sexual poisons, for that 
object he thinks he desires, that is only a projection that destroys his 
altruism. It empties energy and becomeill. 

Saturn, the great teacher, the greatest evil queens now in my room 
and bundles me into its cold and dry vibration. I am entangled. I am 
embroiled in a ball of metal strips. 1 am entangled in a ball of gray metal 
strips in a fog of grief. 1 do not know what happens around me. I do not 
know what happens to me. Huddled forms of my thoughts are fixed on the 
tangled ties that surround me. Tapes worth meandering mazes snakes and 
harass my ways. The demons come on the river of time. They are mixed in 
my tape my ball of shame... It's not a ball, now is a metal structure that 
hurt darts. My conscience is distorted, disfigured my freedom, my love is 
lost. Now, my source is the world of thoughts, my ego is identified with 
Mara's mind no longer with Imago. The forms crystallized my thoughts are 
lost in a maze like forms of energy, which are entities trapped in my mind. 
They do not leave, they are there and the more I fear, the more they grow in 
the swamp of my thinking. lam vibrating in this dark energy and they take 
advantage of my life and projecting it as if it were a screen. They are my 
vampires, my corpses, my worms. 

It is the twenty-door world of thoughts that unmasks my ego. The 
kaleidoscope of possibilities deceives me but I know that each of these forms 
is ephemeral. 1 am not that. I am not my ego. l am conscious, freely, with 
love. 1 am consciousness with no obstacles, as Im vibrating in 
impermanence of all shapes, in the dimension of the formless. The organ of 
perception of my mind no longer perceives its form. lam dead. 
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SISI INCISO) 
BY JESS ARGARATE 


Dani had been postponing the dermatologist appointment for 
months, annoyed at the little itchy patch of skin that would refuse to heal, 
to disappear already. It had an odd shape, an angled purple, pink line that 
drew almost a triangle on the inside of her arm. She had tried many over- 
the-counter creams and even that smelly ointment one of her roommates 
swore upon, to no avail. She ended up going to the university clinic where 
they told her that she should see a specialist. They gave her a card and she 
put it away and waited until the swelling in her arm grew suddenly worse. 
Now she had no choice but to go to the skin doctor, right in the middle of the 
midterm season, dreading the time she would waste there sitting in some 
dull waiting room. Dr. Janet Mara's receptionist gave her the number 
seven. 

“Perfect. Only six people before me” she said out loud with an awry 
smile and went to find a seat. 

Dani hated waiting rooms. It wasn't about the waiting of what the 
doctor would say to her, it was the thought of being surrounded by sick and 
strange people which made her anxious, the same feeling she would have 
by taking a bus ride through a dark and dangerous neighborhood. She 
opened up one of her books, but it was difficult to focus on reading. She felt 
wary, and gave in to the need to spy on the other patients in the room, as if 
anyone would suddenly jump and aim for her throat if she wasn't looking 
properly. Dani held her book a few inches from her face and started peeping, 
cautious. Across her seat there was a young man, probably younger than 
her, wearing a white patch over one of his eyes. He was looking at the floor, 
lost in thought, and he seemed sad. At his side there was a very old lady 
with her hands clad in white, pristine gloves made of a light fabric that 
seemed to glow in the dimmed light of the windowless room. She was 
looking at a magazine, opened up at a random page, showing a colorful 
laundry detergent ad. She wasn't turning the pages at all. To her right there 
was this man wearing an old-fashioned suit and hat, next to a mother 
whose child was sleeping with his head on her lap, and to her far left there 
was a chubby woman in her fifties. She looked right up at her over a pair of 
crooked secretary glasses, and Dani dived quickly into her book. She waited 
a few seconds, and resumed her spying on her. The woman was looking 
straight at the doctor's office door now. She seemed nervous, as if she were 
next and couldn't wait no more. Dani thought that she was probably in a 
hurry already, this people certainly looked like they had been waiting here 
for ages. Darn doctor, she was probably filing her nails or something. Then 
the woman with the glasses started to scratch her face, sinking her nails 
into her flesh like there was something buried under the surface and she 
had to take it out. She had a big white bandage over her cheek that instantly 
turned red with blood, and Dani cringed at the sight of it. The tiny eyes of 
the woman were suddenly fixed upon her again, and her mouth was 
moving in silence, like a fish out of a tank, gasping for water. The man 
shifted on his seat and started hitting his head on the wall behind him 
without making a sound. Then the child woke up and started crying in the 
most perfect of silences. It was as if the sound was turned off on the whole 
room. The young man across her seat was also staring at her now, 
completely still, and the old lady started scratching her hands furiously. 
Dani stood up, ready to storm the hell out of the place when the doctor 
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opened the door making a loud noise, looking at a piece of paper in her 
hand. 

“Number seven, please. Dani Lopez?” 

She froze in place as the doctor gestured her to come into the office 
with a smile. Dani looked around. The people in the waiting room were 
now reading magazines or sleeping or yawning, like nothing was wrong at 
all. The woman with the crooked glasses had them straight now, and her 
patch was white again. Dani hesitated, confused. 

“Core in, please.” said the doctor, still smiling. 

And Dani followed her, like she was in a daze. A few minutes later 
she was out, but instead of walking out the door she sat again on the same 
chair on the waiting room. She belonged here, she knew that now. The 
mark in her arm was a number seven after all, although she hadn't noticed 
it up until now. And it was itchy, so itchy. She started scratching through 
her skin, through her flesh, well deep into the bone. But it wouldn't go 
away because it was her punishment, and it was supposed to itch. And so it 
was the number six on the cheek of the glasses woman without half a face, 
the two on the missing eye of the boy across her seat, the five on the neck of 
the rotting mother, the four on the stomach of the broken little boy, the 
three in the hands of the skeleton old lady and the one on the bare skull of 
the old-fashioned man. Maybe they had tried to warn her, but it was 
pointless. She was already branded, so it was her turn now to scratch her 
skin forever, while riding the last bus home to the darkest of 
neighborhoods. 
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JISIINCCINCIADRCI A 


BY DIEGO ARANDOJO 


The hands were choking him 

The hands of a boy called Elijah. 

Tighter, tighter, tighter. 

The old man was breathing less and less, his hands uselessly 
clawing the air. Soon death would take him. 

Elijah's hands let go and he crawled away. His work was done. 

Suddenly the old man shuddered. He opened his mouth and, 
showing his red teeth, sighed: 

“It's not dead that which lies down... eternally.” 

Trying to kill him off, the boy kicked his skull with tremendous 
force. 

Then, the silence. 

He stood up. Coughing and tired, he walked toward the door. As he 
tried to open it he realized it was stuck. 

A loud chuckle bounced against the walls, making them sweat. 
Elijah, increasingly uneasy, kept up his efforts to get out. 

The old man's body started to change. Ulcers and lacerations 
completely covered his skin, followed by huge swellings that ripped his 
clothes. A thick, whitish, liquid covered his legs and torso. 

Elijah continued knocking on the door, without success. Something 
too powerful kept it shut. 

“Help me, please!” He shouted, only to remember that he was alone, 
in a house surrounded by an inhospitable forest. 

When he heard the loud screech he lost control and wet himself. It 
was such an unspeakable sound that even the most courageous soul would 
have been terrified. 

The white tentacles fell onto Elijah. He tried to extricate himself but 
it was impossible. They were strong. Blunt. The shrill screech was heard 
again. The cold generated by the gelatinous thing, whose bulk already 
reached the ceiling of the room, made the boy shudder. He was lifted by the 
tentacles towards the being's jaws. 

The human bones started to fall, covered in a revolting slobber, to 
the floor. 

The door opened. 





Translation by Patricia Grillo 
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-YOU CÁN NOT SEE IN THE DARK- 
BY JORGE GUILLERMO PALOMERA 


When I regained consciousness, a strange murmur made me open 
my eyes. 

In the room there were only bones and some rags. They looked 
slightly familiar 

I tried to remember if they belonged to someone I knew, but it was 
useless. 

The doors were closed. The smell of sulfur was getting stronger. It 
was intolerable. 

INESIS 

Some cockroaches run across the floor. At one end of the room a rat 
looked terrified to me. 

That's when the doors began to creak. 

I went to hear the murmur of the principle and this time its volume 
rose. 

The doors began to open slowly. 

Iwanted to get out. The murmur sounded as a song now. 

I did not wait long enough until the doors were completely open, I 
slipped through the small gap that opened up before me. 

Upon leaving, people looked at me strangely. 

My view soon get used to the light, even if it only was candlelight. 

The ones that expected me outside had their mouths half open, his 
eyes wide, his very black robes. 

His knees stained with chalk and wax. 

Some raised their hands to me. 


In that moment the past came to me. 
Itwas so simple! 
I opened my mouth and let my fire out. 
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» HOW DID WE “e 

“Al GET HERE? 
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A BRIDGE 


' OVER THERE! 
LET'S GO! 
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MINE TOO... 
THIS IS A 
NIGHTMARE... 












MY FACE... 
IS BURNING. 


WHAT? ARE WE 
KIDNAPPED? 


WE ARE 
BRITISH SUBJECTS! 
YOU MUST SET 
US FREE! 









a girl: it was 
a trapper. 
You were caught 
and brought 
o Sleiggh. 









WE WERE IN 
THE RUINS... 
AND THEN 
WE SAW 
THIS GIRL... 
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An emissary 
of the 
Three Virgins! 
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